






pstom, 


‘ni 


rice, 
mix. 


as, wi 
. 


Priee: 
$19 
135 


Pseesue 


‘iow’s Evange 
lent company, 


TION. 


aH 
————— 


(ION 





»ve- No See 
rey: 


N, MB. 


AYRES? 142° 


25. 


wr, Agents. nts. 


\joxons 9. 









v. 


Po 
i 


Sx 
SS INU IN 


\ 








VOL. XXXIIL 














“QLMSTEAD AND CO., PUBLISHERS. 








BOSTON, THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 31, 1859. 





N. WILLIS, SENIOR EDITOR. 








— 
: THE SILLA. 
Ths other evening, after tea, the weath- 
er being very wet and disagreeable out- 
fidé, we all gathered around the welcome | 
fre, and amused ourselves talking of our 
travels the past season. One told about 
gcruise he had down along the shore as 
fares Portland, Me. Another narrated 
his adventures by railroad up through the | 
‘wuntry to the White Mountains. And a| 
“hird had something to say of his expe-| 
“fence in hacks, cabs, coaches, and omni- | 
‘buses, in various parts of the neighbor: | 
%hood. By and by Uncle Eben put aside | 
the evening paper, dismounted his eye- | 
glass, and turning to the company, said,— | 

*Well, young folks, so you are telling | 
your travels are you? I suppose you 
think you have done wonders, and eclipsed | 
even Livingston and Bayard Taylor.— 
Hey?’ 

We said we thought we had done pretty 
well considering. 

‘Well, perhaps you have ; but I'll ven- 
wure to say there’s one modeoftravellingyou | 
have never yet experienced—one vehicle | 
youhave never been conveyed by--one} 
beast of burden that has never felt your 
weight. Can any of you guess what I} 
mean?” 

‘Camels ?” 

*No.’ 

‘Elephants ?” 

‘No.’ 

‘Oxen?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Well, Uncle, we can’t tell. We don’t 
know of any other, unless you mean an 
ostrich.” 

‘Oh, no!’ said Uncle Eben, ‘not at 
al.’ 

Some one suggested a balloon; but it 
not being a beast, we enjoyed a laugh 
at the suggestor. 

‘Well,’ said Uncle, ‘I'll tell you. I 
was once travelling in New Grenada, 
which country you know is—is where ?” 

‘In the north-western part of South 
America.’ 

*Right. I was “ bound” for Bogota, 
the capital city of the republic, which is 
tituated on the high table land of the 
Quindin mountains, a chain of the— 
what?” 

* Andes.’ 

‘Right again ; here’s a new cent for 
you; hold it tight, or the eagle will fly 
away! Well, then, there was a pretty 
latge company of us making an ascent of 
these mountains ; we mustered five gen- 
tleman, two ladies, three children, four 
maid-servants, eleven peons, twenty-five 
horses and mules, und a dog. Among us 
we furnished specimens of the kinds 
of travelling known in the mountains. I 
myself journeyed most of the way on foot. 
The others were borne in chairs lashed to 
the back of what we called silleros.’ 

‘What are silly rows, Uncle ? 

‘Silly rows! I didn’t say silly rows, I 
aid silleros. Why they are great, strong 


| 
| 


| 


men, who bear the silla on their stout 
thoulders ; this is a rude bamboo chair 
fastened to the back of the sillero by two 
belts crossing over the chest, and another 
Passing over the forehead. You sit in 





story is‘told, and the scene of it pointed 
out, of a Spanish officer, who having a 
right to compel the unpaid service of a 
sillero, actually mounted wearing the ter- 
rible mule-spurs with which to urge on 
his human beast of burden. The sillero, 
goaded beyond endurance, pitched his 
brutal rider dow a tremendous precipice, 
then took to the woods, and was never 
caught after.’ 

* Oh, I'd rather walk a thousand times, 
than venture in sucha thing!’ exclaimed 
Minnie. 

* Oh, well,’ returned Uncle Eben, ‘ it’s 
all custom; you soon get reconciled to 
this mode of conveyance; why some of 
the company took it very coolly. While 
passing the worst places, one of them was 
asleep, while the other whiled away the 
time in reading, as though a broken neck 
was not worth thinking about. And now, 
if you will get me a nice sheet of drawing 
paper, I'll give you a sketch of myself as 
I appeared in the silla.’ 

In due time Uncle Eben handed round 
his picture, and it certainly did credit to 
him as a draftsman. Our engraving this 
week wil! enable the reader to form some 
conception of the character of Uncle 
Eben’s drawing. 








THE GIPSIES. 

“If thou forbear to deliver them that are drawn unto 
death, and those that are ready to be slain; if thou 
sayest, Behold, we knew it not; doth not he that pon- 
dereth the heart consider it: and he that keepeth thy 
soul, doth he not know it? and shall not he render to 
every man according to his works ?”—Prov., xxiv. 14 12. 
Alie sat on the threshold of her home 
on a bright morning in May, eating a 
cake which her uncle had given her, and 
now and then throwing a crumb to the 


merry little swallows that were twittering 


their nests. 
Alie had not sat long when a tall, large- 











please.’ 
girl 


de 








thisehair, with your back to the man, 
‘Holding an umbrella, as a shade, if you 


‘But: is it safe?’ asked a timid little 


Safe! Should the bearer slip or 
ttumble, the slightest motion of the rider 
Would cause a fall; he is therefore com- 
Wetely at. the mercy of his carrier. A 








boned woman, in a red cloak, with sun- 


proached her, followed by a miserable- 


my dear. 
silver, and I'll tell ye your fortin’ ?’ 


in the eaves and darting in and out of! 


burnt features and wild dark eyes, ap- 


looking little girl, about six or seven 
years of age, who had neither shoes on 
her blistered feet nor bonnet over her 
tangled hair. The gipsy stopped before 
Allie, and in a tone which she intended to 


Will ye cross nmry hand with 


Alie promptly declined the offer, not 


only because she had been taught by her 
mother never to encourage those who 
pretend to be able to look into the future 


and to see what God has hidden from our 


eyes, but because the appearance of the 


woman frightened her. And had the 
gipsy said anything more to her, Alie 
would have retreated at once from the 
door. The woman, however, passed on, 
and a few yards further on found a willing 
listener in a flighty girl of the village, 
whose long gilt ear-rings, red ribbons and 


such vanity and folly as might easily make 
her the dupe of a gipsy fortune-teller. 

But the thin little girl lingered behind, 
shyly eyeing Alie’s tempting-looking cake. 


her. 
devoured it as though she were famished. 
Alie smiled and gave her another bit. 


was too much occupied to listen to her. 
* Madge,’ answered the child. 

‘ And is that woman your mother?’ 
Madge nodded her head in reply. 


country with her ?’ 


swer, and Alie could not at first under 
stand; she made out from the child at las 
that the gipsy had pitched her tent some 
where near, and that she could not tel 
how long she would stay. 


The child only answered by a stare. 

* Does any one teach you to read ?” 

Madge either did not comprehend th 
meaning of the question, or her eyes wer 
wandering to Alie’s white kitten, and sh 


marked the curious glance, and settin 


girl at the door. 














be winning, said, ‘Good mornin’ to ye 









and the gipsy child was turning away ! 


curl-papers, were the outward tokens of 


Alie broke off a piece and held it out to 
The child sidled up, took it, and 


‘ What is your name, little girl?’ said 
Alie, first glancing to see that the gipsy 


‘And you go wandering about the 


Madge gave her some low confused an- 


‘ Doyou ever go to school, little Madge ?” 


paid no attention to what was said. Alie 
down her cake, went after her shy favor- 
ite, drew it from under the table where it 
had crouched, and carried it to the little 


Alie’s cake was nowhere to be seen, 


|not a quarter of a mile from hence; and 
| the farmer says that he must keep a good 
look out after his poultry, There's a 
big woman, and an ill-looking man with 
a fur cap and a patch over his eye, who 
offers to mend kettles and pans. Farmer 
says he’s sure the fellow has seen the in- 
side of many a jail, and hopes the party 
won't stay long in the place.’ 

* Poor little Madge! it’s not her fault 
jthat she is the child of such people!” said 


Alie. 





| 
} 


prset She'll not get much good ftom them, 
\I take it. She'll learn to tell falsehoods 
| like her mother, and steal like her father, 
|and perhaps end her days in prison,’ ob- 
jserved Johnny. 


There was a long silence. 
| 


*I wonder,’ exclaimed Alie clasping her 
| hands, ‘if we could do nothing to save 
| that poor child?’ 

| *Tean do nothing,’ replied Johnny, 
|and went whistling out of the house. 

But Alie’s mind was not so easily sat- 
isfied. She thought at first of watching 
| for an opportunity when Madge might 
|again pass the door, and giving to her a 
| little copy of the ‘ Young Cottager,’ which 
|she had earned as a prize at school. But 
| common sense (and common sense st.ould 
| always be taken into our council when- 
ever we try tu do good,) showed her great 
M sa s 2 _ | Objections to this. Madge could not read 
| ycake" exclaimed Alice. The gitl| the book, nor understand it even if she 
/Started, and the piece of cake fell from could read. She was so ignorant, that 
her hand to the ground! whoever would teach her must begin with 

Alie, astonished as well as distressed, | the very simplest form of instruction. 
stood looking for a moment at the little} Ajie dared not go to the gipsy tent ; 
culprit, then said in a voice of pity, ‘ Pick | she was afraid of the woman, and yet more 
it up, little Madge; you may eat it. I| of the man; nor did she think her mother 
daresay that you are more hungry than I.| would like her to visit those who bore 
But, oh!’ she continued, as the child| such evil characters. 
obeyed with an awkward air and a look Much did Alie wish that she could con- 
of shame, ‘ did you not know that it was sult her mother, ever her best and wisest 
very, very naughty tostealit? Did your friend; but Mrs. Morris was at this time 
mother never teach you that it is wrong absent from home. Alice was not suffi 
to take what is not sale ob ” ciently at her ease with her uncle to speak 

A strange expression stole over the to him on the subject, and as for her 
face of the wretched girl, which, coupled brother Johnny, he cared nothing at all 
with the gipsy woman's appearance and about the matter. ‘ 
|what Alie had heard of the character of Many children in Alie’s place would 
some of the race, made her suspect that | haye given up all idea of helping the gip- 
Madge would derive little benefit from her sy girl, as a thing quite out of their pow- 
parent's instructions. er to do, and would have rested content- 

* Do you not know that God sees you ?"| 24 with the thought that this work was 
pursued the young questioner. not intended for them. But Alie, timid 

‘I know nothing about him !’ muttered and gentle though she was, was not one 
the child. to be easily discouraged where her pity 
os, Not know about God! never pray to| and conscience were concerned. She re- 
him !’ exclaimed Alie. membered how the attention of Madge 

But here the conversation was suddenly |}, been attracted by her pretty white 
broken off by the gipsy woman calling to | ,itten. Might not that kitten serve as a 
the child. Madge looked frightened, like lure to draw the child a little way from 
one who had often found a word to be|the tent? There was a spot well-known 
followed by a blow, ‘and’ obeyed the call, to Alie, where an old thorn-tree grew at 
though reluctantly, casting a parting look | the meeting of two lanes; it was about 
of regret, not at Alie, but at her pretty 
white kitten, and in a few minutes more 
both the gipsy and child had disappeared 
down a lane. 

‘Oh, poor, wretched little Madge !’ 
thought Alie; ‘no wonder that she touk 
the cake—no wonder if she grows up 
miserable and wicked! She does not 
know about God—she does not know 
that He made her—that He watches over 
her—that He hates sin, and will punish 
it! ‘What will become of her in this 
world ? what will become of her in the 
next ?” 

When her brother Johnny came home 
from the fields, Alie told him of the little 
gipsy girl. 

‘I’ve heard of the gipsies,’ said he; 
‘they've pitched their tent down the lane, 
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midway between the village and the place 
where the tent was pitched, and in sight 
of both. Alie thought she might venture 
thus far, and seek to win an interview 
with the poor gipsy girl. There was one 
great difficulty in her way, at which the 
reader perhaps may emile: the old thorn 
could not be reached without passing the 
carrier’s little yard, and the tenant of this 
yard wasa large fierce dog. True the 
dog was chained ; but Alie never felt as 
ifiron or brass could stand the force of 


e 
e 
e 


his sudden spring ; and the sound of his 
low growl, and sharp, short bark, was to 
her terrible as the voice of a lion ! 

‘Johnny,’ said Alie, ‘I wish that you 
would go a little way with me this evs 
ning ; just as far as the thorn Where the 
two roads meet.’ 




















THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
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* Do ycu want your fortune told, Alie,’ 
replied Johnny, looking up with a saucy 
smile. 

* No; but wish to speak with little 
Madge, if you'd only walk beside me so 
fa’ , 


r. 

‘Oa, I wish you may get me !’ exclaim- 
ed Johnny, chucking up a penny. T'll 
have nothing todo with those beggarly 
gipsies 

*If I go at all I must goalone !* thought 
Alie; and alcne she resolved to go!— 
She saved a piece of bread from her own 
dinner, and wiapping up her kitten in her 
checked apr on, set out on her little expe- 
dition. She repeated to herself, as she 
walked, one of Watts’ hymns for children, 
which, she thought, contained much truth 
ina very small space, and might easily 
be both teirned and remembered. The 
sound of it too, was so pretty, that Madge 
could not dis like to learn it. Alie forgot 
all about t 12 hymn, however, as she drew 
near the currier’s yard, and heard the rat- 
tle ofa chain within. Almost as much 
afraid for her k:tten as for herself, she 
pressed it closely to her bosom, and, going 
as near as she could to the opposite hedge, 
ran, with a light noiseless step past the 
spot, then paused to congratulate herselt 
on the dreaded danger being over. 

Alie reached the thorn in the lane, and 
to her pleasant surprise found Madge 
seated on the ground beneath it. The 
tent was at some little distance, though 
nearer than Alie liked to haveit. A don- 
key was grazing beside it, and smoke was 
rising from a fire kindled of brushwood, 
over which a kettle was boiling. 

Alie found Madge more intelligent than 
she had expected; and the heart of the 
poor child, accustomed as she was to 
harshness and neglect, readily warmed 
towards one who seemed to take an inter- 
est in her welfare. Madge could not tell 
Alie how long the gipsies were likely to 
remain in that neighborhood, but she ea- 
gerly agreed, as long as they stayed there, 
to meet her young friend every morning 
under the thorn. 

The shadows were now growing long; 
the sun was sloping down to the west.— 
A heavy step was heard along the lane, 
and a dark and ili-looking man approach- 
ed, with afur cap drawn low over his 
brow, and a stout crab-tree cudgel in his 
hand. Madge started to her feet like a 
frightened fawn, and without a word of 
good-bye to her companion, started off 
for the tent. The man called after her 
in language that made Alie tremble, and 
it was the greatest relief to her when the 
gipsy had passed her without addressing 
or seeming to notice her. Again careful- 
ly wrapping up her kitten in her apron, 
Alie turned her face toward the village.— 
As she proceeded along the lane,thedistant 
sound of a sharp cry of pain, coming from 
the direction of the tent, and then the an- 
gry tones of a man’s voice thrilled to her 
very soul. Full of sorrow and pity for 
another, Alie never even thought of the 
dog, till startled by a sudden bound and 
bark, that made her quicken her steps 
towards her home. 

Madge was now almost constantly in 
the thoughts of Alie. To find some way 
of helping one so unhappy, of teaching 
one so ignorant, of pouring any sweetness 
into a cup so bitter, became the frequent 
occupation of her mind. Alie took pleas- 
ure in mending up old things and making 
new ones, reserving little dainties, con- 
triving small surprises for the poor little 
gipsy childinthe lane. She searched out 
the most suitable verses to teach her, and 
never forgot morning and night, to pray 
for the unhappy little girl. 

And was all this trouble in vain? No. 
There was one lesson that poor Madge 
easily learned, and that was, to love her 
young teacher ; and the next step was 
not a very hard one—to love that which 
she taught. It was glad tidings to the 
desolate girl to learn that there was a 
great and good Being who cared even for 
her; that there was a glorious crown pre- 
pared even for a gipsy child; that she, 
who had never enjoyed the comfort of a 
home upon the earth, might after death, 
dwell in a bright home above the skies.— 
Alie had not yet had many opportunities 
of serving God, or benefiting her fellow- 
creatures ; but she had done what she 
could. She had sought out one wander- 
ing lamb; she had cheered one sorrow- 
ing heart; she had been a guide to one 
who had no other to win her from the 
way..of misery and destruction. Oh! 
dear reader, could the same be said of 
you? If thou forbear to deliver them that 
aredrawn unto death, and those that are 
ready to be slain ; if thou sayest, behold, we 
knewit not: doth not he that pondereth the 
heart consider it? and he that keepeth oy 
soul, doth he not know it? and shall not He 
render to every man according to his works ? 

Souls are perishing before thee— 
save one! 
It may be thy crown ef glory— 
Save, save one! 
From the waves thet would devour, 
From the "s power, 


raging 
From destruction’s éery shower, 
ve, save one! 


| ly interested while he made the following 





Not in thine own strength confiding, 
Save, save one! 
Faith and prayer by A magi guiding, 
We, save one 
Novecan e’er, unless 
Heavenly aid and heavenly blessing, 
To the work of mercy pressing, 
Bave e’en one! 
Who the worth of souls can measure ?— 
we, save one! 
Who can count the priceless treasure ?— 
Save, save one! 
Like the stars shall shine forever 
Those who faithfully endeavor 
Dying sinners to di 
Save, save one! 
Precepts in Practice. 





THE FAMILY. 


For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH. 

I know a great many old men who are 
always talking, but who, nevertheless, say 
very little that is worth listening to.— 
They have lived, it may be, sixty, seventy, 
or even eighty years in the world, but 
have so much neglected to store their 
minds with useful information that they 
have nothing to converse about except 
some trifling incidents in their own lives, 
which they have told over and over a 
thousand times, till every one has got 
tired of them. Not so with Grandsire 
Phillips; he has kept his eyes and ears 
open as he has journeyed through life, 
and he is as diligent a scholar now as he 
was sixty years ago. Nothing can escape 
the keen glance of this fine old gentle- 
man; he inspects the ins and outs of 
every new invention, every improvement 
in the arts, and every advancement in 
science. 

It was only the other night that he 
chanced to be present at a party of young 
folks, where one of the boys was over- 
heard to say that he wished very much 
some one would tell him how people 
could converse through the Electric Tele- 
graph. 

‘ Come hither, my lad,’ said Grandsire 
Phillips ; perhaps I may be able to tell 
you a little about it.” 

All the boys at once drew near to the 
pleasant old gentleman, and seemed great- 


remarks : 

* You wish to know how persons can 
communicate their thoughts to each other 
over the telegraph wires ?” 

* Yes’—* yes’—* yes’—exclaimed a half 
a dozen voices; the young wags, taking 
care to make as much noise as possible, 
just for the fun of it. 

‘Well,’ resumed the old man, * can any 
of you tell me what electricity is ? 

* What we see when it thunders ;’ cried 
one. 

‘ Lightning,’ cried another. 

‘What we get out of a machine,’ cried | 
a third. | 

* What gives usa shock,’ cried a fourth. | 

* Well—well ; you are all pretty near| 
it. Lightning is natural electricity ; and | 
what we get out of a machine, is artificial | 
electricity, or, better still, electricity arti- | 
ficially excited or extracted. Thousands 
of years ago persons noticed that if a bit| 
of amber was rubbed on cloth, it would | 
attract light shreds of linen or feathers. 
It must have seemed very strange to those 
who first observed it. To see one sub- 
stance making a jump over to another 
substance without any one touching it, 
was very striking. After a while they 
found that a great many other things be- 
sides amber would, if rubbed, attract light 
bodies towards them. In course of time 
they discovered means of increasing the 
force of this attracting power, so that in- 
stead of being able to move only light 
bodies with it, they could move very 
heavy bodies. They also found out a way 
of sending the power through the wire, 
so that if a piece of wire were stretched 
from Boston to Cambridge, as soon as the 
end of the wire in Boston was touched 
with electricity the influence would be 
felt at the other end at Cambridge. Now, 
boys, suppose such a wire were stretched 
from Boston to Cambridge this evening, 
and I sent one of you to hold on the Cam- 
bridge end while I held the end here; 
and suppose we had agreed to make sig- 
nals to each other by striking smart blows 
upon the wire with a hammer, hard 
enough to be felt all along the wire. Sup- 
pose, also, we had agreed before hand 
upon an alphabet in which one blow with 
the hammer should mean c; two blows 





as soon as I made these blowein the right 
way, as agreed upon, the boy at she Cam- 
bridge end would.spell out c-o-m-e, which 
would inform him that I wanted him in 
Boston. Well, now, boys, they have dis- 
covered a plan by which the strokes or 
blows at the opposite ends of the wire can 
be made with electricity instead of a ham- 
mer. By throwing in electricity at this 
end a little piece of machinery is caused’ 
to move at the other end, and this ma- 
chine by moving up and down, something 
like a hammer, leaves certain marks upon 
a piece of paper, either in the shape of the 
very identical letters of our alphabet, or 
certain dots and lines agreed to stand for 
those letters, which when you have learn- 
ed them answer just as well. So you see, 
boys, the telegraph is nothing more than 
a new method of causing an object at a 
distance to have motion, in obedience to 
our will. This is done by electricity, or 
lightning artificially produced, which flies 
with amazing swiftness, faster than even 
light ; and how fast do you think light 
travels ?” 

* I know,’ exclaimed one of the boys ; 
‘Isaw itina paper this week, copied 
from Professor Mitchell’s lecture,—* one 
million miles a minute.” Ihave a copy of 
the paper here in my pocket.’ 

* Let me see it,’ said grandsire Phillips. 
‘Ah, so itis; but it is my duty to tell 
you the paper is wrong. Professor Mitch- 
ell knows better than that. Light flies 
at the rate of 200,000 miles in a second, 
which is twelve million miles in a minute! 
All astronomers, my boys, know this, be- 
yond dispute. But every one is liable to 
make mistakes. I was going to observe, 
lightning travels even faster than light by 
a great deal; I should say, nearly halfas 
fast again. What do you say to that, 
boys, for a speedy messenger?’ said 
Grandsire Phillips. 

* Pretty quick, pretty quick,’ exclaimed 
the boys, as they ran off to play, leaving 
the old gentleman to amuse himself with 
the * Ploughman.’ 

TO A CHARMING LITTLE GIRL. 

“Thine is a little hend— 
A tiny little hand— 
ut if it clasp 
With timid grasp 
Mine own, ah! me, I well can understand 
The pressure of that little hand! 
Thine is a little mouth— 
A very little mouth— 
But oh! what bliss 
‘To steal a kiss, 
Sweet as the honied zephyrs of the south, 
From that same rosy little mouth! 


Thine is a little heart— 
A little fluttering heart— 
Yet is it warm 
And pure and calm, 
And loves me with its whole untutored art, 
That palpitating little heart! 
Thou art a little girl— 
Only a little girl— 
Yet thou art worth 
The wealth of earth— 
Diamond and ruby, sapphire,gold and pearl— 
To me, thou blessed little girl!” 


PERSECUTION. 

Among the Dakota Indians even the 
suspicion of favoring the Christian relig- 
ion, has caused the most deadly hate in 
those that oppose the missionaries. 


A chief having invited a missionary to 
reside at his village put two of his chil- 
dren to reside in his family. He enjoins 
on the missionary family, repeatedly, to 
watch the children and see that they eat 
nothing given them by any Indian, except 
it come from his own family. 

He had at home one younger child, a 
bright, pretty girl, of three of four years 
old, the idol of her parents, She is sud- 
denly attacked with a strange kind of de- 
lirium or madness, and soon dies, the dis- 
ease evidently being caused by some nar- 
cotic poison. The parents are afraid to 
speak of the cause of her death, but show 
their suspicions by withdrawing their 
children from the missionary’s family, and 
openly disavowing all sympathy with mis- 
sionaries. 

A man more loved and respected ) than 
any other in the village, had a daughter 
about five years old, amiable and discreet 
above what is common to one ofher years, 
on which account she was called old wom- 
an. Himself a zealous conjurer, his at- 
tachment to, the religion of his people 
could not be called in question; and feel- 
ing a strong desire that the child of his 
old age should net be subject to all the 
hardships of Indian females, he placed her 
in the family,.of a missionary. The pa- 
rents had more friends than most Indians 


emies, yet he must die. 

home, but it was soon seen that she was 
not well, and her parents took her again 
did not at first appear tobe severe, nei- 


jure him. His property was destroyed, | 3; 





| tered the other apartment took up one of| 
| the guns, and stepping to the door of the| 
jroom where they were so comfortably oc- | 


|them to depart on their parol.— Wom 


|the Christian Herald, in which the death 


in the devotion of her little girl’: | 








e@; three blows m; four blows e. Now 


and as few enemies, and the girl was too 


in the steep, lonely mountains.’ 


Se 
The children admired the ring ang ity 
chas afidsaid how kind uncle Was ty 
temember mother, when so far @ 
* He sent also an affectionate 
which he desiree that little Minnie showig 


have the ring when I have do: Wearing 
totheir home; but though the disease |it.’ 2 


young and amiable to havé made any en- 


The girl, seeing her parents every ’ 
appeared contented and happy in nf ye 


‘ When will mamma be done ¥ 
it? asked little Minnie, the youngetint 

* When she dies,’ said an older 

Then little Minnie burst into 9 |p, 
cry, and exclaimed, ‘I will never touch 
the ring. No, never.’ 

The mother took her in her lap, 
bending her head tenderly over her 
her, in a low voice, that it was the ) 
our kind Father in heaven that we sh 
all die, and that when the right 
came, it would be pleasing to Him, thy 
we should cheerfully obey, and be Teady 


ther care nor skill nor medicine were of 
any avail, and she soon passed away to 
the spirit world. 





SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 


ADVENTURES OF A PATRIOT. 
Rev. Mr. Caldwell, was a Presbyterian 
minister in North Carolina, in the days of 
the Revolution. He was opposed to 
British rule, because he thought it unjust, | +, go at his call. 
and for this reason threw all his influence! The little one grew quiet at her moth. 
against it, and in favor of freedom. The/|e?’s gentle words, and after a pause, said 


British troops sought in every way to in- | &nestly, 
| * Yes, yes. 





> I think I'll be Willing to 
and he was hunted like a felon. He was had ody oar pet dl oan 
compelled to pass nights in the woods, | mamma, just so, in the coffin.’ ; 

and could only see his family at the peril 
of his life. Here is an anecdote told of 
the Doctor's bravery : 


The plantation of Dr. Caldwell and his 
brother Alexander were near each other. 
One evening, during Alexander’s absence 
from home, two soldiers entered his house 
and began rudely to seize upon everyfhing 
they saw worth carrying off, having or- 
dered his wife to prepare supper for them. 
They were supposed to belong to the ar- 
my of Cornwallis, at that time foraging 
in the neighborhood. Not knowing what d é 
to do, Mrs. Caldwell sent over to her|P@nions. His downward course was n- 
brother-in-law for advice. He sent word|pid. The city papers thus record the re. 
in answer that she must treat them civil-| sult of such a life. 
ly, and have supper ready as soon as prac- 
ticable, but she must observe where they 
placed the guns, and set the table at the 
other end of the house. He promised to 
come over in the meantime, and conceal 
himself ina hay stack close by, and she 
was to inform, as soon as the men sat 
down to supper. These directions were 
implicitly followed. 

The house was a doubled cabin, con- 


| THE WAGES THAT HE REAPSED, 
| A lad of seventeen years of age named 
| John Rogers, was lately hung for crime 
jthat he had committed. This is bis 
story. He left the little country 
where he was born, to seek his fortune iy 
the city. Young friends took him to the 
theatre. The bar room became in alittle 
time his place of frequent resort, and pro- 
fane lads, and lewd, wicked girls his com. 


One night, while on a drunken career 
through the streets, in company with two 
associates, he encountered a respectable 
old gentleman by the name of Swanston, 
who in company with his wife was pene 
ably pursuing his way along the sidewalk. 
Some of the party jostled against the yen- 
tleman. This gave rise to reproof from 
the old man, which soon led to angry 
taining two rooms on the same. floor,— words. a Rogers, inflamed ‘wit 
While the men were leisurely discussing |T¥™» 9° ©#8er 7 po applause of his 
their repast, Doctor Caldwell quietly en- |°O™P@n10nS, of ones Gow aie 

stabbed the old gentleman, inflicting a 
| mortal wound. 





For this rash act he wa 
arrested, tried for murder, and convicted. 
He was sentenced to death, and the Gor- 
ernor of the State refusing to grant a par 
don, he was hung upon the gallows, 

A felon; his name branded with dix 
grace forever—a murderer ; ushered imhis 
young life into another world, to suffer 
the punishment of his crime where ‘the 
| worm dieth not and the fire is not quench- 
jed,’—all this for the enjoyment of? bed 
companions, and their guilty pleasurese- 
What folly! Alas, what folly ! 


cupied, presented the weapon, and inform- | 
ed them that they were his prisoncrs, and | 
their lives would be the forfeit should | 
they make the least attempt to escape.— 
They surrendered immediately, and Dr. 
Caldwell marched them to his own house, 
kept them till morning, and then suffered 


of the Revolution. 


KILLED BY A SHARK. 

From one of the missionary stations in | 
Africa, a letter was sent to the Editor of 
NO FATHER, NO MOTHER. 
of a boy about twelve years of age, who| A few months since, while riding pasts 
was killed by a shark, is thus briefly men- | farm-house, not many miles from the city 
tlaned : | of New York, I observed a boy, of some 
twelve or thirteen years, pickiug up stones 
outside the fence. Calling to him, I ask 
ed him if he would like to have ‘i 


During the day he was at school as 
usual. Just at nightfall he went with 
some other boys to catch fish in the river, | with stories in it. The boy stopped fi 
and while he was standing in the water, | work, and approaching me, said ;— 
not far from the shore, a shark came up| <«Ican’t read any’—and either ‘shame, 
and bit off his left leg, just above the/or bashfulness sent the blood, as hespoke 
knee. Sharks are very numerous along|mantling high to his cheek. 
the African coast, and at some places they! « Why how is that my lad?’ I exclaim 
are very much feared. ed; ‘such a tall, stout boy as you" dit, 

Poor George died almost immediately | ought surely to know how to read.’ 
after his leg was taken off. His father) + }’d like to learn, but I haint no father 
tried in vain to get him to speak after he | nor no mother ; I works out for my livia 
was brought out of the water. WhenI! ‘he little fellow’s words went to my 
reached the place, he was just dead, but| heart; no father, no mother ; none to tart 
his face looked as calm and natural as if enough for him to teach him to read. 
he were only sleeping. His poor bereav-| + Where do you live?” 1 asked. 
ed parents are scarcely able to bear up| J lives with that man that stands oye 
under this sudden stroke, which has de-) there in the meadow lot; he says he can't 
prived them of their only son, while his spare me to go to school.’ 
other friends, who are. still heathen, give} + Do you know your letters ?, 
vent to their grief by a succession of loud| « Well, I only know a few, some bys 
and heart-rending wails. Last night the| teached me a while ago.’ 
body was laid on a mat, ina large room, J[ gave hima picture card with # Tittla 
and the women gathered around it and|hymn, and two or three simple texts 
spent the night in mourning. Scripture on it, which he promised to gt 
some of his companions to read for’ 
and try and pick out the letters. I adrir 
ed him to get some of the boys to 
him all the letters, and to try his beat. 
learn to read, but he seemed rather hope 
less of success. Be 

* No father, no mother, my heart ‘kept 
repeating sadly, as I journeyed om/4 
few miles farther on, I met another bey, 
trudging cheerily along with a bag. 
meal, whistling as he went. 

‘Can you read, my boy? I called out 

‘Why, yes ma’am, to be sure I 0a, 
said he, looking rather surprised at 
question, as he raised his ruddy face, 
bright eyes to the carriage. 

* You go to school, then ?” 

“Yes, ma’am, and I’m in the 


LET ME DIE WITH YOU, MOTHER. 

There are some things the value of 
which you cannot estimate. One of them 
is love,—a child’s gentle, beautifu! love 
for mother. There isn’t gold enough in 
this world to buy the priceless treasure 
which the lady mentioned below possessed 


A mother gathered her children around 
her to show them a new ring upon her 
finger. 

* It has just been sent me by your dear 
uncle from California. He dug the: gold 


of which it was made, with his own hands, e 
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nd ; and more than halfthrough the} I glanced at him, and he was tearing . made. None of her little treasures were | 8. D. & H. W. SMITH, 
“_ wgesond- Geography.”" into scraps a piece of paper he held in his OHILDREN’S COLUMN. too precious to be lavished on Baby; and | MANUFACTURERS OF 
gu have parents living ? hands; his thoughtfal eyes were cast kisses from her pure lips were showered | 
‘Yes, ma'am, and they like to have me | down, as if some sad thought was in his Wer the Woutits Gontphem thick as raindrops on that wee face, the | MELODEONS, ORGAN MELODEONS 
esta 1 mind which he was afraid to utter. STORIES OF A LITTLE BOY. hands, and the dimpled arms of this ‘last | - ee 
‘Would you like to have a paper to) ‘ But what?’ I asked, inqniringly, I am going to tell you, my. dear little | best gift.’ Very often, at night, after she | PEDAL BASS MELODEONB. 


* Well, Miss .C., I will tell you what I friends, some true stories of a little boy, had been put to rest in her little crib, she Ky The first premium over all competitors, at the Fair 
eyes fairly danced with delight, as }will do,’ he at length said: * Uncle James |just four years old, whom I know, and’ | would ‘feo up, look towards her mother’s | onal ater Washington D- Cs, ais atthe Obie tate 
wane * The child's paper’ before them | owes me a shilling for carrying in wood|see almost every day. Although I may | bed where little Tommy lay, and say— | Fair, held at Colambes, Obio, was awarded to the Mame- 
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sister, sdadded.an ‘ American Messenger’ to be | and chips for him, and when I get that, 1) not tell you his name, nor where he lives, | ‘Mamma, take good care of Baby, and | ,, 2% means ofa new method of Voicing known only so 
a long. fpeamried home for his mother, while his | will buy a book, and not tell him.’ I will tell you many things about him.— | kiss him good-night for me.’ | and Saniny usthed whted fermscety chabesuerioed tha to- 
touch fivents 3 ‘Not tell who?’ I again inquired. —_| This little boy is a dear little friend, but | But the ‘ Reaper whose name is Death’ | firwment, and rendering the toves full, clear, and organ 
«9! thank you, ma’am, I am very much| His cheeks were crimson as he replied, | really no relative of mine, although he |smote the little loved one, and they bur- | performer to execute the most rapid music without biurr- 

P, ang fpoblighed to you,’ showed how the gifts |‘ Pa takes all the cents I get, and all that | sometimes calls me by the name of cousin, | ied his body in the damp, cold ground.— [RE AaT based ieee oxy Re wat 







received. ; " _ {mother gets, too, unless she hides them, |and very many times I have listened to, 
‘No father, no mother, again rang in and gives them to Mr. P., the tavernkeep- | and answered his questions and heard his | mother told her again and again that Baby | are desigued particularly for Churches, Lodges, Halls, 
ous, 08 I contrasted the situation of/er, for whiskey. strange remarks, with a great deal of in- | had gone to God, which was enough for | ¥¢-, Its arranged with two manuals or banks of Kee, 


these 70 boys living within three miles} Oh! how my heart bled for the pcor,|terest. To him and ‘his little sister—a | her trusting heart to know. | Sua aay So used separately, ana ale fea neavenapens 


Poor Fannie was a bitter mourner, till her) THE PEDAL BASS MELODEONS 


elke: 



































































m,' thay fof each other.— Observer. unhappy little boy, who, though such @| year and a half older—the ‘ Youth's Com- | A few days afterwards a lady came to Pee eee ny ED epopiee, the ewe 
ready mere child, blushed with shame, as he panion,’ comes every week, and their | see her mother—a very unwise lady, too, | the front set only. bls Comueeted with te Fe + Ss, 
‘of HOW SHALL I BEAR rrp | thought of his father's disgrace. Surely, | mother reads the stories to them, or rather |I think, or she would never have tottured Peevey papeteen ¢ Segeins hen Tyg tyemmen 
moth [4 starving man, with gleaming eyes —e be! eer = mac oe attempts it, for it is seldom his attention |a little heart with such questions—and | THE ORGAN MELODEON 

8@, said ladaini’ Words: Will Wis Ric at A eB gt es be claimed for anything, unless it |she asked Fanny if it wasn't sorry that | 1s cesigned for parlor and private use. The construction 
and eager, pleading ’ 8 would never again sell adrop of the li-|chance to be a very musical piece of |her little brother was lying ander the | #*imilar to the Church instrument, being arranged with 
lling to food, calling in his agony for one morsel} quid fire.’ But I remembered that he poetry,.of which he is very fond; -but not | ground. | the coupler; eapable A pes ighont Ans stietact as the 

0 the cravings of his hunger; but|was @ dram-seller; that his heart, was | always will this claim attention which he | ‘Mamma says that isn’t true,’ was the | Mych instrument, when used witht ee 
ae ereveet precious, inviting food, is not flint, and that he heeded not the cries ps th better appropriated to some- | child’s reply. " It wasn’t our real Baby | Purchasers may rely upon instramenta from ut Mana. 
gore an object of value and of life to him, of distress, or the pleadings of poverty- | thing else. that they buried in the grave. The real pam soy bee roy Re me building. 4 


, rf stricken wives and children. Oh! the : Bas H y WASHINGTON STREET, we have every facility for 
then the promises of the Bible are to the curse of intemperance! When will the mniettaiainien peanilarss a we | ai te “ig gah way maui, Satay Freee, ind employ none. biit the mort 
‘Pap, [Buflicted who accept them. Could anything hideous monster, who lays its iron | something occupies his thoughts. Every |there before. Aren’t you afraid He'll | gl2 thet: iupe Ty oe yh pe eg 
> named feevein the world have been as precious to| grasp upon its unfortunate victims—who| muscle is in motion as he walks round | forget to take good care of Tommy.’ el et on Peurh ot Bn cao ne interest 
7 ae this poor blind girl as the consoling pas- ., pe cause pith otf F ety pic and round the room, breathing very hard f No,’ said the child, though with a | ed in musical matters, are re-pectfully invited to visit ou. 
is his Pages of the Bible sent to her by God? en hearts—who is the dethroner of all/in the attempt to express his thoughts, or | trembling hesitancy—‘ I think if He had a | (Vexhivitios for sale, at thei , 


h ° A : .. > | on exhibition for sale, at their pleasure. 
that is good and noble in our nature, and | to put aright some puzzling question. He | great many babies there before, He’l! know | As still further guarantes to the public as to the ex 


: : L | g 
Alittle girl had been attacked with a| the enthroner of all that is loathsome and | is frequently so wholly absorbed as to see | all the gooder how to take care of ours.’ | Seenstes to-sehiny Up posediatny go Uaeaoupe ing Bee. 


rtune iy, f widden pain in her head, which ended in| detestable in life, be banished from our| or hear nothing of what goes on about | But after the lady went away, Fanny | fore Manufacturers in Boston, who have examined ovr 


; i ‘ : . ; g Inst ts, and will give their opinion wh: Hed upon: 
n to the bindness. She was taken to an eminent/land? Friends of temperance! yours is|him. I have heard his. mother speak to | thought a great deal aboutit, and would GHOKMEiNG hatte” ACw laipee. 


4 Moealist, who pronounced her incurable./a noble cause; struggle manfully, fight|him three or four times, and he would |come to her mother often during the day, | HALLETT & CUMSTON. GEORGE HEWS. 
ae She wished to know what the doctor had manfully, and He who hears the widow’s | give no more heed than ‘though she was | and say,— ’ “ WILLIAM P- EMERSON. NEWELL CO. 
Pt0- Bi wid abeut her state, and her mother told) sighs. and is ‘ the Father of the fatherless, |ten miles distant, and a gentle shake ‘Mamma, you're sure, ain’t you, that po 
nis com- I her. : : _.. {Will aid you.— Crusader. would have to arouse him. God doesn’t forget to see to our Baby MELODEONS RENTED. 
van oo, oe een Se SES ree. ’ He has a little black and white kitten, | now r ; ____ | _ Persons who wish to hire Melodeons with a view of 
| the re. é peantifal dihde,- nad yon “tay . Pra, AFFECTIONATE. of bp is very fond. His feelings “ tana po be a me woe, he po a ab old opt gy abd 2S zen 
nother, nor my father, O! how can I bear | An affecting incident has recently tak- are muc 00 impetuous to lavish fond er crib as usual, her mother hear er | matter is worthy vf special note, as + anaes those who 








° desire a fair test of the fore p ig to 
h career it?” | en place. A sea-faring lad named Mor- words and gentle caresses, but kitty say obtain it at the expense of the manufacturers, to the ex- 
; sil . : . a ae serves rather as an out-let to his exuber- | ‘ Please God take good care of our Ba- | tent of at Jeast a year's rent. 

vith two Nothing seemed to yield her the slight- fee, who resided with his parents at Hast- ¢ . ° ° ° v Orders from any part of the country or world, sent di 
g see M g : - |ent feeling and moralizing moods. Not | by, and kiss him good-night for me! rect to the manufactory in Boston, with cash or satisfac- 

pectable Mut comfort, till her mother, taking a pock-| ings, and who was very fond of keeping - oe : ' tory ret ill be ly” ded t 
. ’ ng @ Pp | : : , many days ago he took this little pussy Sweet, trusting Fanny! It was not | ‘ery reterence, will be promptly attended to, and as 
Wanston, et Bible from the table, placed it in her | and rearing dumb animals, expired, after faithfully executed as if the parties were present, or em- 


upon his lap, placing his fingers on the | long before another little grave was made | ployed an agent to select, and on as reasonable terms. 



















































































































































8 penee- I hands. ; : ~e , i* ohact illness. Amongst his other pare, back of its neck, and his thumb under its | beside baby ‘'ommy’s, for this loving sis- PRICE LIST. 
idewalk. [| ‘What is this, mother ?’ inquired the | deceased kept a young goat, which may}, Acieed : : had ‘ God i ’ 
b “ “ ae | be frequently séen gambolling in: St Clem- throat, an straightening back its head so ter, too had gone to God in Heaven.’— Scroll legs, 4 1-2 octave.........-.-+- $ 60 
the gen- HE jiseonsolate little girl. q y g g ‘ ld looks * ees Little Pilari Scroll legs, 5 octave... 5 
| , : ae burial d. Thi imal | He could look into its eyes; with the e Lugrim. Piano style, 5 octave,.....- 100 
oof from ‘itis the Bible, my. child. jents upper burial ground. aS animes! low: Gphasis “Me” all tobe hi Piano style, extra finish, 5 oc us 
: ; have, by instinctive prescience puasig Waren CueReeteE ses Dis! | sm Piano style, carved leg.. 125 
0 angry i Immediately a score of its most consol — to > z gy P rx 1 easneninasn: ea mt - Heal mermmatinn = 
ecome acquainted with the death of his : . mi VIRTUES OF PERRY DAVIS’ . 
rs with ve -’ _—: — m proconee pt apposed io.ba i mth diet | Kitty, do you know you have got to VEGETABLE PAIN KILLER, Se Bat tt | 
se OPhis mind. e@ paused, turned her poor) Manito tb a ith 4/2? You will have to die, kitty, and be | 4 RE not confined to the human race. It is used with | Organ Melodeon, extra finish..........250 
irk, and benighted eye- balls toward the ceiling, tress— ba “ang e jouse oor with grea’ buried up in the ground ! "cause it’s your equal success fur Horses, either internally or ex- Pedal Bass Melodeon,....+++..++0+++++ 275 
iting» ff ile an angelic expression played on her energy, as if determined to effect an em-| tury serene seetaons, rae ras*aere tel | cae a ea oh mes Sun. Pam be 
t he was mtenance, and then, as if filled with trance. This at length excited the atten- Then not long atterwarde.paténe the much experience, the only sure remedy. It never faile—| Descriptive circulars sént free to any address. 
onvieted. IM ie Holy Spirit, breathed forth in an im- | tion of the boy’s friends, and they admit- |) +100; Saute eines. tyne neh Ween Conn Rapnioe WTB) 8. D. & H, W. SMITH 
4 : : ° itten in the same position, he said— Burtey, Brown Co., Outo, Dac. 9th, 1858. le e We ’ 
the Gor- db ly audible whispe ted the animal, when, strange to tell, : - ty ey Oattmy . 2 
putioned but scarcely audible whisper. ‘ : - ; 511 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 
iy ghee FES de i h h h Kitty, you have got to die, and be put Gentlemen :—This is to certify that I have given the , 
nt 4 par Thy will be done on earth as tt is in | it ma hes pe bo eg sy w ‘fin the in the ground but God won't” make you Fain Kites © Soren for Colic, and find aie the best Near Boylston Market. 18—ly 
ws, % | corpse lay, an eaped upon the co: n, ut- 4 sy ’ remedy | ever tried. it gives boven ease quic ~ than | — ~ - _ : ~ tendenin ERS dh kT, 
= ie -worki tering loud cries of distress, and licking |°’" *8*! ° Ponte ey Semen Ri gg Ge ayer pee ALARIC AND SALADIN. 
with dis | Such was the wonder-working power g 8 y P 
«as Midthat blessed Book. the deceased’s face. It was ultimately ’ Last summer he was very fond of chas- pore ft Ly ag it. 1 have always cured the THE GOTH AND THE SARACEN. 
red imhis | obliged to be removed by force. ing grasshoppers and butterflies. They Yours truly, JOHN PORTER, Arabian Days’ Entertainments. 
to suffer were the first thought in the morning and Paapeiotes of Ripley Hetel,, | TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN 
nere ‘ the GIVE THANES. } é the last at night. They excited, of course, East Livgrroou, COLUMBIANA Co., O., Fen. 12, 1858. | 2 
. ‘ . THE LITTLE MAIDEN’S PRAYER. k Gentlemen :—I feel it a duty that I owe to the public, | BY H. PRLHAM CURTIS. 
t quench- Afew days since, a little girl of my ac- | many grave remarks. to inform them of a successful experiment that I lately COPIOUSLY ILL 
, quintance and her mother became very | She knelt her down so meekly, One day his mother was superintending | made with your Pam Kill-r, by applying it ina way for ILLUSTRATED 
t of: bad y { Believing none were nigh, : ° which I haa never heard it recommended. 1 had avery BY HOPPIN. 
auth alarmed for the safety of the hus- F {some household work in the kitchen, | valuavle horse that was violently attacked with colic and 
, | Clasped her little hands so sweetly, neem . - y att pute book, although written in Germany, is character 
asurese: hand and father, who was crossing the| And then, with upturned eye— | whither I had followed, to be with her; |#ppearted to be in great agony. I made use of every! J ized by that rich and exuberant fancy peculiar to the 
; / og “an en, with upturned ey | a a h 1 remedy I had ever heard of, but all to no purpose. I gave | Oriental mind—and is deserving a place Detide the worid- 
Ddaware in a little boat when it was Said, ‘ Father, please to bless me and something here probably suggested | him up to die, and in fact he was so far gone, that he | renowned buok— ¢ 
wy rough. But the little girl thought| Through all the long, long day, the following idea. He had been playing | ified. ‘a thought struck me that 1 would give hima! Arabian Nights’ Entertainment 
die proper resource and therefore said,| And keep me-allsosafely in the garden, but was then sitting in his | dow tein Kuler, I poured fouror tve apmvoafulina | | 008 9 S|” SNS By 
(ER. ‘Mamma, let us pray,” which they im- br ds come again My pray. little chair in the corner, when he said, ts much more, sulin half an hour he wason his feet, and Ph aah cod origh- ality which canest fall"te te. 
ng past mediately did. Then the child said, She simply asked forgiveness earnestly — connate ¥ pag re am apeere a terest and delight mature minds. The ale of tue book in 
the ‘ , For evil she had done ; *Ma, do “h id 1 ru GERMANY. 
n city You pray and I will watch. | Th id, «N I'm f ai 2 a, dO oppers” wash themselves ? We would advise the Puin Killer to be given to Horses 
of some BH The’mother prayed on. After a while, | Throny ; Christ, Go Pp aittgs Ta Son.’ But receiving no answer to this ques- | for Colie, with milk or warm molasses and water, say a | has been immense—more than 
up stones the little girl exclaimed, } She pies for loved ones near her A ’ tion, or else not heeding it, with a grave Trthe Sometes wae its tehee gam GD edema 75.000 Co Pp ies 
m, 1 sk “There, he is safe,’ for she had seen| For friends both far and wide ; and thoughtful face he said, We here roquest every one who snell be so unfortunate | of it having been sold the first vear of its publication, and 
. ’ r ” . . as to havea horse with colic, to test our remedy—we | tne ¢, A teh i > 
| . tin on land. | Said, +I want thee, God to bless them, ‘The “ hoppers” unscrew their wings | never knew it to fail. One, two, and sometimes three | the sale in this country will equal if it oes, not waceed, 
PP’ Then both were happy, and the mother | And all the world beside.’ and take them off, when nobody sees | doses may be required—but not often more than one to) even that number. We give below a few selections from 
j—'°) Fwabout to go to her daily business. pre Pace : them, and wash ’em and put them on | Sold by ali dealers in medicine. Tey ee 
r shaw, ‘Now,’ said the little girl, ‘ let us give | AN ELEPHANT STORY again when nobody is looking.’ : = ¢ — | attractive on account of the fascinating interest which 
| . he st but U iveuk . ; 
» hespoke HF thanks,” : | : Nr. Niel. th : 1 One day not many months after this, an THT Loar OTER chart ett To « shy and peottabie ¢31 oti yung and eld. —_—— 
: i | My friend Nr. Niel, the engineer, told ke ' . js 
ml td Hise child ‘ Her = — me a capital story of anelephant. A me- |he and his little sister were in the dining —_— OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
ex MWtthought ofthat: So goes the wor : ; , room at play; there was no one in this The storries are happi ived, abo i 
- a nagerie came once upon a time to Laving- play; FOURTEEN PET GOSLINGS meet gee: Pimemnage meebo eg leo 
a - — asking than giving thanks.—| (7 snd at nightfall they turned the ele-|"00m beside themselves, but the door * | Sartaed fleck beqieing th ‘cba? In uence ah eee oe 
wn sailor in the storm prays for deliver- phant out into a grass field to eat his fill. | pening from this into the sitting room, —THE— ere taken into that fairy: world of magis powen/ee der 
no father Hi wee—the storm passes by and he forgets |p. beast found out that there were tur-| Where the family were assembled, stood Sistneniitien Geneon womauhood are ever wil ing to cuter. Their morel tone 
livia. Bo k and : 7 , 
wey give thanks. The child is sick an nips not far off, so he got through the | pen, and their conversation was easily is excellent.—(G. 8 H1LLaxp, Boston Courier. 
ed fo mys to get well—gets well and forgets fence and made terrible havoc among heard. His sister having done something ST RGES, Ro Smee eg 9 ScuRaTENe, c weceme 
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THE INATTENTIVE CLASS. 


It is Sunda ag TY Sunday-school 
snabienia te Ba bere. e has been bony all 
the week with his daily duties, and if he 
thought only of his own pleasure, he would 
wake Sunday a day of rest, and quiet reading 
in his own home. But he remembers that Je- 
aus did not think of himself, but spent his 
whole days for the good of others, so that he 
had no time even to eat bread. Therefore the 
teacher rose early this Sabbath morning—he 
has already God to bless the dear boys 
he is to teach—he has been reading over t' 
chapter chosen for the day that he may be the 
better red to teach, and now, at the ap- 
pointed hour, he is ready for the class. And 
the boys for whom he is taking so much pains, 
they are at least thankful to lim for his atten- 
tion? It is all for their good. They will, 
surely, do their utmost to learn. Some of 
them are dull; he will not mind that. But 
surely, none of them will be inattentive, much 
less rude to so kind a friend ? 

I wish it were so, but look at them, you will 
be puzzled to know what they came to school 
fur; not to learn, certainly? Did you see how 
Tom Jones was laughing just now? It was 
Jonathan Field, who, while the teacher’s face 
was turned the other way, winked so absurdly 
at him that he could not stand it, and now the 
titter has spread all down that side of the class. 
‘The teacher has just quieted them, when there 
is a disturbance at his left hand. 
son has been ron his neighbor with his 
feet, to try and gain his attention, and now 
they are whispering and nodding. Much the 
better they are, truly, for their lessons! 
do yon see that tall bold lad, seorge Somers, 
he is mocking his teacher, pointing at him with 
his finger, and trying to make all the little 
ones around him laugh, and they think him a 
very fine fellow. 

At last the hour is over. The weary teacher 
feels sad and disheartened. If he had not 
learned of his Savior to be patient and perse- 
veriag, he wou'd soon throw up his thankless 
task. And where are all those giddy boys?— 
Do you see them shouting across the green, 
only too pie to be at liberty to enjoy their 
noisy and boisterous fun? Something, how- 
ever was going on during that hour which 
they little thought. The Great God had his 
eye fixed on them. He noticed every mis- 
chievous wink, every rude Jaugh, every bold 
push and pull. He noticed them, and 
written all down in his own book, which will 
one day be opened to condemn the obstinate 
sinner, Ifa voice from heaven had been heard 
that morning, telling these boys how angry 
God was with their conduct, it would have 
frightened them. God speaks to them as real- 
ly as if his voice sounded in their ear, for in 
His Holy Book he has written his condemna- 
tion of their conduct. Hear His words: 

“ A naughty person, a wicked man walketh 
with a froward mouth, he winketh with his 
eyes, he speaketh with his feet, he teacheth 
with his fingers ; frowardness is in his heart, 
he deviseth mischief continually, he soweth 
discord. Therefore, shall his calamity come 
suddenly, suddenly shall he be broken without 
remedy.’—Prov. vi. 12, 15. 

Thoughtless, inattentive boys should take 
this solemn warning to heart. Remember that 
some day when you think all is going on as 
usual, whea you suspect no danger, then God 
may send some sudden sickness, which will at 
once lay you low, some terrible accident which 
may cut you offina moment. ‘Suddenly you 
would be broken,’ and oh! how awful those 
last words are,—‘ without remedy. When a 
sinner is cut off from sins there is no remedy 
for him, the voice of hope and mercy sounds 
not in hell. How welcome then the voice of 
the Sunday-school teacher would be, telling of 
Jesus’ love, telling that He was willing and 
waiting to save. But this sweet voice shall 
never be heard in that dark abode.—.V. Y. 
Chronicle. 





LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 


Ascutneyville, Vi., Jan. 8, 1859. 

Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Gentlemen :—1 

take my pen in hand to inform you that I wish 

you to send the Youth’s Companion this year. 

i have taken your paper two years, and find it 

the best paper that we take. Enclosed you 
will find one dollar for this year. 

Respectfully yours, G. A, W. 


Cape Neddick, Jan. 1, 1859. 

Messrs. Olmstead & Co.—Enclosed you will 
find one dollar for the ensuing year. My sister 
has taken the Companion two years, and we 
all hail its weekly visite with delight. My 
mother says that every number of the Compan- 
ion conveys some useful lesson which both 
nts children would do well to heed.— 
We all wish you a happy New Year. OC. M.S. 





VARIETY. 





ADVENTURE ON A PRAIRIS. 
One of the dangers of travelling upon a 
prairie in the winter is thus illustrated in a re- 
cent a@venture experienced by a gentléman 
who was travelling in Iowa : 


S. H. Packard, Esq., an lowa editor and 
lawyer, was recently in a. snow storm be- 
tween Sioux Rapids and Fort Dodge. 
three hours after he started, a heavy show 
storm burst upon him, accompanied by high 

i ing the of attempting to 

arge prairies in such a storm, he 
turned back, but soon found that it was impos- 
sible to face the storm ; apes 
on his journey, confident that he could ride to 
the next house (40 miles) by nightfall. 


his horse having broken gh the ice several 





fel colors, and he stopped and reached to 
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times, became afraid to go upon it, and he was 
delayed from time to time until night overtook 
him at a clone about half way acruss the 
prairie. Here he found it impossible to induce 
the horse to go upon the ice, and while search- 
ing for a better crossing, the ice broke with 
him, and let him into water above his 
knees. He endeavored to get to the shore, but 
the ice broke at every step, and he straggled 
on through the ice, snow and water, a distance 
of twenty or thirty feet, before he came to firm 
ice. 

He at once attempted to remove his shoes 
and stockings, but they were so encased in ice 
that it was impossible. Convinevd that he 
must remain where he was until morning, and 
that his only safety was in keeping in motion, 
| he commenced running upon the ice, and con- 





| tinued to do, so until daylight the next morning, 
| when, having succeeded in getting his horse 
across the slough, he started on foot, as he 
supposed, towards Fort Dodge. After walking 
|about two miles and a half he found he had 
turned around and was going back. He im- 
mediately retraced his steps, and walked all 
day, dragging his frozen feet through snow, 
ankle deep, and at times knee deep, his horse 
following him, and was again overtaken by 
night about three miles from a house. Here 
|he left his horse, and started on, hoping to 
reach the house in an hour or two, but he was 
so faint and weary that he fell frequently, and 
| was nine hours in walking the last three miles. 
His sensations during this time, as described 
by him, were peculiar and strange; the road 
d to be embroidered in the most beau- 
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pick up a specimen several times. Satisfied 
that his mind was wandering, he endeavored 
to divert his mind from the consideration of this 
subject, but in vain; if he looked at the side 
of the road it appeared to be walled up, and to 
covered with hogs, lying on their backs, 

| Raising himself he proceeded, and at length 
reached the house of a Mr. Welch, about four 
o’clock in the morning. He was taken in and 
| cared for until the arrival of friends from Fort 
| Dodge. 

A DOG HISTORY. 


| Our dogs were always members of our 
family, and when they died we felt that we had 
lost our friends, li was a good-natured 
animal, though like all her sex she had uncon- 
querable prejudices, and used regularly to fol- 
low a lady neighbor of ours, nipping her heels 
and barking whenever she came to see us, why 
we never exactly knew. Her pups she always 
guarded very jealously, and would follow 
| Strangers who came near the house until she 
had seen them quite out of the way. Little 
|children she always treated tenderly, and I 
have often heard my mother say that she was 
very much frightened when she found me play- 
ing with the little dogs (so attractive to a 
child,) while the fierce Bell stood watching the 
sport with a matronly air, keeping guard over 
both brute and boy. 

Trader, her son, grew up with us as children. 
His father was a stout mastiff, and he was a 
thick-set, large-headed, short-legged, tawny- 
colored dog, with a white tip to his tail. Trader 
was a good hunter; and when hardly more 
than six months old had in company with his 
brother Sport laid hold of a deer one winter 
when there was a deep, crusted snow, and held 
on by the ear until the hunters came up and 
cut its throat. These two dogs were always 
quarreling together, but when any strange dog 
came along they joined forces and gave him a 
savage beating. When very young these two 
were often worried and beaten by the Squire’s 
dog, who tonk a dislike to them; but as they 
grew stouter they occasionally showed fight, 
till one day they gave him a sound drubbing, 
and ever after in passing by the house he used 
to take to the fields to avoid his enemies, who 
as regularly made after him at sight, and woe 
be to the Squire’s dog if overtaken. 

I remember to have seen Trader years after- 
wards give him a sa’ beating, recollecting, 
no doubt, the ancient feud. 

Trader had a bad habit of killing sheep. I 
remember when he had grown very old, to have 
set him on to a flock for the fun of seeing how 
badly such an old fellow would run, and my 
}amusement at the fury with which he broke 
| away after them, happy in his old pastime.— 
| Some of his friends oe met him occasionally 
| in the woods, under circumstances which ren- 
| dered it quite certain that he had taken the 
life out of several dead carcasses that lay about 
him. This unfortunate habit came near cost- 
ing him his life. 

he ‘furnace men,’ (there was a furnace in 
| our neighborhood) alv ays a jolly set, as they 
were one night assembled in the village store, 
under the influence, no doubt, of something 
stronger than water, agreed in the presence of 
Trader, who was lying on the floor, that con- 
_—— he was asheep-killer (they were usual- 
ly much attached to him as a good hunter) he 
ought to be drowned in the mill-pond. One 
accordingly procured @ rope, and another a 
t stone, and proceeded to hamper the dog ; 
ut he exhibited such a marked disapprobation 
of the project, and even inclination to attack 
the whole set, having heard and understood 
what had been said, as the furnace men firmly 
believed, that while some d th 1 








him behind. _ He was left in what we thought 
good hands; but being in the way, (like old 
and sometimes unwelcome guests) the black 
Loy Jim was hired to shoot him. Jim took his 
gun, and the old dog followed him, thinking, 
no doubt, to ‘have one more merry hunt, but 
that day there was 20 more game 
lies somewhere in the wild-wond of the Oape, 
on these sunny hilis that look northward 
towards the sea, 

Poor dog! the philosophers say that’ you 
have no soul, and must perish everlastingly ; 
but there are those who patted your great 
when you were younger, and w for you 
when school was out, or a cow was to be chas- 
en, ora Cat harried, who still remember you 
with affection, (they are not ashamed to own 
it,) whose love would demand, were it able, 
that you, kind panion of our childbood 
should not perish away from us forever. 





RICH THOUGH POOR. 


No rood of land in all the earth, 
No ships upon the sea, 
Nor treasures rare, nor gems, nor gold, 
Do any keep for me : 
As yesterday | wrought for bread, 
So must | toil to-day ; 
Yet some are not so rich as I, 
Nor I so poor as they. 


On yonder tree the sunlight falls, 
‘The robin’s on the bough,-— 

Still I can hear a merrier note 
Than he is warbling now ; 

He’s but an Arab of the sky, 
And never lingers long— 

But that o’erruns the livelong year 
With music at.d with song. 


Come, gather round me, little ones, 
And as I sit me down, 

With shouts of laughter on me place 
A mimic regal crown: 

Bey, childless king, would I accept 

our armies and domain, 

Or e’en your crown, and never feel 

These tiny hands again ? 


There’s. more of honor in their touch 
And blessing unto me, 

Tiian kingdom unto kingdom joined, 
Or navies on the sea; 

So greater gifts to me are brought 
Than Sheba’s queen did bring 

To him who at Jerusalem 
Was born to be a king. 


Look at my crown and then at yours ! 
Look in my heart and thine ; 

How do our jewels now compare— 
The earthly and divine ? 

Hold up your diamonds to the lignt, 
Emerald and amethyst, 

They’re nothing to those love-lit eyes, 
These lips so often kissed ! 


Oh! noblest Roman of them all, 
That mother, good and wise, 

Who pointed to her little ones, 
The jewels of her eyes. 

Four sparkle in my own to-day, 
Two deck a sinless brow: 

How grow my riches at the thought 
Of those in glory now! 


And yet no rood of all the earth, 
No ships upon the sea, 
Nor treasures rare, nor gold, nor gems, 
Are safely kept for me: 
Yet I am rich—myself a king! 
And here is my domain, 
Which only God shall take away 
To give me back again! 


for him.’ He | Lord of 
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»| watered for a taste in anticipation of his em- 











Having reached the house of the neighbor, 
he found the article carefully laid upon the 
steps of the door, with the faithful sentinel 
waiting the return of his master. Finding it 
of no avail to try to make terms with the mas- 
ter of the prize, he succeeded in finding the 
the Manor, and after explaining to 
hid that it was taken from him surreptiously, 
he was permitted to take it away. Having 
carefully tied it up in his handkerchief, he 
made tracks: for the scene of his labors, and | 
made a second deposit behind another wall, | 





covering it with | 
leaves and Benes a large stone upon tt, thus | 
making ‘it ly secure from sight or strata- | 
gem. Feeling now tnat al! wes right, or at all 
events bit prizé was secure from any other | 
interpolator, we . will imagine that his mouth | 


pag pork, 
he dog was not idle while this second se- 
cretion was going on, but watching his adver- 
sary, as soon as he had resumed his labor, im- 
mediately seized the prize for the second time, 
and made for his master’s house and complete- 
ly triumphed over the thief. The ls borer, find- 
ing himself nonplussed, left with a heavy heart, 
not knowing who was the cause of his second | 
misfortune, | 
It is sufficient to add that the pork was the 
next morning returned to its real owner, and is 
now on hand, waiting to be inasticated, when | 
occasion calls. 





INFANT DROWNING-PLACE. | 


Mrs. Mason, a missionary in Burmah, once | 
wrote:—‘I am now off Saugor, the island} 
shrine of the Ganges! yes, here we are, upon 
the spot where th upon th ds of, 
little infants have been offered in sacrifice to | 
the god of the river. The English long ago! 
abolished this cruel rite, but [ am told that} 
even now, secretly, scores of Jittle ones perish | 
every year, during the grand festival in Jan-| 
uary. And while I write, I see several dead | 
infants floating in the waters near the head of | 
the island, a spot peculiariy sacred to the ido 
goddess, as here two branches of the Ganges 
joi. Our captain tells me that he once found | 
one of those poor mothers floating upright 
under the bowsprit, her feet having become en- 
tangled with the cable of his ship. Across | 
each shoulder was tied a little infant, just as if 
she was bearing them upon her bosom! I can 
conceive of no. one but a mother who would | 
thus care for her tender babes; and it is proba- 
ble, that being compelled either by her own | 
superstition, or by the cruelty of her husband, | 
to sacrifice her children, she chose to clasp her | 
| darlings and die with them.’ 





THE DISHONEST JEWELER. 


A lady sent a dia- A } 
mond cross to a jewel- 0 
ler to be repaired. To 0 | 
provide against any of 0 | 
her diamonds being CO000000D | 
stolen, she had the pre- 0 
caution to count the 0 
number of diamonds, 0 | 
which she did in the 0 
following manner :— 0 | 
She found the cross B 
contained in length 





from A to B, nine diamonds; reckoning from | 
B to C, or from B to D, she also counted nine. | 
When the cross was returned, she found the 
number of diamonds, thas counted, precisely | 
the same, yet two diamonds had been purloin- 
ed. How was this managed ? 








LENDING TO THE LORD. 


A poor man, some of whose family were 
sick, lived near Deacon Murray, referred to in 
the tract ‘ Worth a Dollar, and occasionally 
called at his house for a supply of milk. One 
morning he came while the family were at 
breakfast. Mrs. Murray rose to wait upon him, 
but the deacon said to her, ‘ Wait till after 
breakfast.’ 

She did so, and meanwhile the deacon made 
some inquiries of the man about his family and 
circumstances. After family, worship, the 
deacon invited him to go out to the barn with 
him. When they got into the yard, the dea- 
con pointing to one of the cows, exclaimed, 

‘There, take that cow and drive her home.’ 

The man thanked him heartily for the cow, 
and started for home; but the deacon was ob- 
served to stand in the attitude of deep thought 
until the man had gone some rods. He then 
looked up and called out, 

* Hey, bring that cow back.’ 

The man looked around, and the deacon 
added, ‘ Let that cow come back, and you come 
back too.’ 


He did so—and when he came back into the 
yard again, the deacon said, 

‘ There, now take your pick out of the cows; 
T ain’t agoing to lend to the Lord the poorest 
cow I’ve got.’ 


THE UNFORTUNATE THIEF. 
A few days since a farmer in Trapelo, dur- 
ing the temporary abcence of his family, had 
his cellar visited by a laborer in his employ, 





on the counter and on chairs, somebody luckily 
succeeded in opening the door, and Trader 
marched out unharmed, and very like a man 
who has got the best of a bad bargain. 

Trader had many misfortunes in his dog life. 
Apart from accidents attendant on canine war- 
-—_ Ne a? oa gael run over by a load of 

, weighing several to 
and his tail fad beh Senay another wegte, 
so that whoever in after years touched, though 
bat lightly the tip of his caudal appendage, was 
sure to be greeted with a growl or something 
worse, 

I remember him as an old dog, grown 
about the eyes, and lying pte. 4 Gy the fire. 

8, while younger dogs 
metimes he would 


side in the winter 
were in the woods. 
to hunt, bat at night his rheumatic pains would 
cause to keep us all awake by his howl- 
, and such pastime was _discountenanced.— 


The family removed to another town and left 











h the bulkhead, in the underground, and 
his Harness Cask robbed of a strip of salt pork. 
As the thief resided some two miles from the 
scene of his operations, he placed it behind a 
stone wall, some distance from the house, on 
the road ae to his home. Farin t it 
nicely secured he returned to his wor! Lady. 
ing an eye on the place of its deposit. As 
lack would have it, a large mastiff, ging 
to a neighbor, some half mile distant, happen- 
ing that way and hie, 9 attracted by the smell 
of the meat, and probably thinking it would do 
his master as much as the one who placed 
it there, took it in his teeth and made for 


Passing near the spot where the burglar was 
at work, the man saw that his ious 
morsel had been taken from him without 
his congént, and pursued the animal at a re- 
mote distance in rear, inflicting awful im- 
precations upon his head for daring to meddle 
with his own. 


LITTLE ALICE. 

Little Alive was exceedingly fond of green 
|peas. At their first coming she had eaten) 
| heartily and rapidly as large a quantity as she | 
| supposed would be allowed. She hesitated to | 
| ask for more, anticipating a refusal. Presently, | 
turning to her father, she said : 

* Papa, talk to me.’ 

* How do you do to-day, Alice 

* Not so, not so. Papa, talk to me.’ 

* Alice, how does your mother do?” 

* Not so, not so, papa. Why don’t you say, 
Alice, wouldn’t you like a few more peas ?— 
Mrs. Sigourney. 


WINTER EVENING GAME. 


Hoxesty.—As many can play this game as 
can sit around a small stand. Some number is 
chosen, and the hands of all are piled upon the 
stand, each being counted as it is put down; 
then the bottom hand is withdrawn and placed 
on the top, and this is done over and over till 
the selected number is reached, when the one 
upon whose hand that number fell, is obliged 
to answer, ‘ honestly,’ some question from each 
other one around the stand. The company 
should be careful not to ask questions which it 
would be improper to answer before a mixed 
company. 


PROFANITY. 








The famous Dr. Joh never suffered an 
oath to go buked in his pi When 


a libertine, but a man of some note, was once 
talking before him, and interlarding his stories 
with oaths, Johnson said, 

‘Sir, all this swearing will do nothing for 
our story ; I beg you will not swear.’ 

a narrator went on swearing. Jolinson 
sald, 

*{ must again entreat you not to swear.’ 

The gentleman swore again, and Johnson 
indignantly quitted the room. 

aan 

‘My friends, said a wag to a crowd, the 
other day, ‘in all affliction, in all your troubles, 
there is one place you can always find sym- 


‘Where? where? shouted several. 
‘In the Dictionary, he replied, rolling his 
| eyes towards the sky. 

Which of the planets is supposed to be most 
inclined to move ?—the moon, because she is 

changing her quarters. 

| Asermon in four words on the vani 
| earth! i 
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A¥VER’S SARSAPARILLA,. 


COMPOUND remedy, in which we 
A produce the most effectual serbatioe soe 
made. It isa coneentrated extract of Para Same 
end wei is 
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P of still 
native power as to afford an effective antidote . 
It ig 


diseases Sarsaparilla is reputed to eure. 
who 
bich’ iy 


t euch a remedy is wanted by those 
mous complaints,and that one wi 
lish their eure must prove of immense Service toa 
ge our afflicted fellow-citizens, B 
pletely this compound will do it has been Proven 
pe ou many of the worst cases to be 
oboRing complaints i . 
fula and Scrofulous Complaints, Eruptions 
Pimples, ; 
Salt Rheum, Scald Head, Syphilis and 8y v3 
tions, Mercurial Diseases, Dropsy, Neurelgia - 
Joureux, Debility, Dyspepsia and lodigestt 7 oe 
Rose or 8t. Anthony’s Fire, and indeed the - 
er arising from impurity of the blocd, 
This compound will be found a great prom, 
health, when taken in the spring, to expel the @ 
mors whieo festeria ood at that tee 
B, the timely expulson of them many rankling gan 
are nipped in the bud. Multitudes can, by. theay 

































































this remedy, spare themselves from the 
foul eruptions and ulcerous sores, through 
System will strive to rid itseli of corru 












sisted to do this through the natural cbhanels a 




















































































































































by an alternative medicine. Cleanse out r I 
blood whenever you find its impurities burs 
the skin in-pimples, eruptions, or sores ; cleanse y Martin B- 
you find it is obstructed and sluggish in the . 
cleanse it whenever it is foul, and your fee! vit |sborer, res! 
you when. Even when no particular di is 4 
people enjoy better health, and live longer, Pomerania. 
the b . Keep the blood healthy, and all is wel: 
with this pabulum of life disordered, there cam and well-m¢ 
lasting health. Sooner or later some » 
wrong, and the great machinery of life is d mde in spec 
overthrown. b 
Sarsaparilla has, and deserves much, the the outbur 
of accomplishing these ends. But the World bas f 
egregiously deceived by preparations of it, puch to su 
cause the drug alone bas not all the virtue thatig he ic 
ed for it, but more because many preparatio: of us, an 
ing to be concentrated extracis of it, contain 
of the virtue of rere or any thing else, prone to co} 
During late years the public have pahits (mo 
bottles, pretending togive a quart of Extractof 
rilla for one dollar. ost of these have been fj ones) of th« 
the sick, for they not only contain little, if apy, Sn 
rilla, but often no curative properties whate . Hien ate. It wou 
bitter and painful disappointment bas followed the ay, , ‘ 
the various extracts of darsaparilla which flood the ing surpris 
ket, until the name itself is justly despised, ang 
come synonymous with imposition and cheat, infected by 
call this compound Sarsaparilla, and intendte 
such a remedy as shall rescue the name from the grown upa 
ew | which rests upnn it. And we think we 
nd for believing it has virtuet which are jj 60 far was t 
by the ordinary run of the diseases it is intended 
pA In order to sag their complete erad he was rem 
the system, the remedy should be judicioush; “a 
ourding to directions - the bottle.” 1 my docility ; a 
PREPARED BY ay peculia 
Dr. J. C. AYER & Co,, J position, b 
' . i les 
LOWEL, MASS. ny ‘ 
e 
AND FOR SALE _Y¥ whic 
beyond wh: 
Weeks & Potter, Chas. T. Carney, Gro. C. Goodyig 
Co., 8. N. & W.A. Brewer, Thos. Metcalf, M& nother (wh 
& Co., and by all Druggists and Dealers Everywhere, , h 
Price $1 per E ottly. ; Six Bottles forgs, him on whi 
i te part to him 
y JE hardly think a better series of Books for the very sit 
were ever written.—{Y outh’s Comparion, he learned 
THE AIMWELL STORIES, . as h 
A NEW VOLUME, cs Ti 
JESSIE: might. 
OR, TRYING TO BE soMEBuDY,) jy *tliest les: 
BX WALTER AIMWELL. master we 
With Forty Illustrations. I6mo. Cloth. 63 tery present, an 
We invite parents to make a eareful examination ll we do, 
this series of books. ‘he aim has been to make it even the 
varied and attractive in matter, mingling the uéfiul 
amusing in pleasant proportions ; pure and a hearts. 
tone, religion being recognized as the foundation a 
morality they inculcate ; and sprightly, natural ap Martin | 
loquial in style, but carefuily avoiding eve! r 
SLANG. To show tha wide range and seopeel! him, and b 
books, we invite attention to the following list of sam 2 
the principal subjects introduced in a single vok that belief 
one just published. ta his chile 
SOME OF THE SUBJECTS IN Jessi. J 
Getting paid for‘ the Know Dress and Finery. friend, whi 
How.’ Beating Down the felt to be \ 
Learning to be Misers. Three Ways of 
Step by Step. jiary. 
fate on Prayer. The Grade of Honor, castomed | 
Spelling-Matches. How to Make an Wishes, hi: 
Two Ways of Studying. Flag. au 
How to be Loved and Happy. April Fooling. omnipre se! 
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ences. Notes of Hand. made Tapl 
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gies ae Trip to New Beste M2 and grew | 
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ELLA, WHISTLER, and MARCUS ; poy) whieh 2 the neight 
tains numerous illustrations. The six volumes mods. O 
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girls ever issued, fetch salt | 
The above may be had separately, or in setts 
put up in boxes, with. uniform binding, both hold const 
gilt. Price per sett $3,75, or 63 cents each. ims, as it 
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